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	1. Observations of a Peacock

Gabriel Agreste had been sure he had mentally prepared himself for everything he would have to face.

When he took that miraculous from his safe and pinned it into the inside of his shirt (no one would catch him wearing such a tacky thing) he was sure he could handle the dangers that were coming his way. The little fairy spirit thing had honestly surprised him but considering these trinkets were supposedly magic it was fitting.

The kwami itself had been impressed by Gabriels nerves. Or at the very least bemused.

"You could at least flinch. Maybe twitch a little?" The creature urged.

"Quiet." Gabriel commanded. He hadn't known much about the miraculous starting out. He had only managed to decipher a few pages from the book he had uncovered before it had disappeared from his safe.

The kwami were one of the few things he had managed to vaguely learn about. They were like little gods or spirits that provided powers to whomever possessed the jewelry they were tied to. It had seemed ridiculous at first.

He had just assumed it was some strange legend that was somehow tied to his wife's disappearance. Perhaps she had been taken by criminals or perhaps she had been forced into hiding. He didn't know. And he hated that.

Never in a million years had he thought the things written in the book were true. Some old Fairy Tales and nothing more.

But then Ladybug and Chat Noir showed up.

And they weren't Fairy Tales anymore.

For a short time he had been content with letting things play themselves out. He observed and did everything he could to keep his son as far away from these things as possible. But he soon realized it was a fruitless effort.

Whoever was behind these strange attacks could clearly strike wherever and whenever they wanted. The incident with Jackady had shown that not even his own home was entirely safe. And when the book of miraculous he had kept secret for so many years had disappeared from his safe, that had been the straw that broke the camel's back.

No one invaded his home and endangered his son.

No one.

It didn't take a genius to connect the dots and realize that his wife's family heirloom and the peacock miraculous were one in the same. After activating it Gabriel learned more about the miraculous over the course of a single hour than he had over the past three years.

What Gabriel proceeded to do next would have been considered illegal and even creepy under much more normal circumstances. And never in a million years would ha have ever dreamed of doing the same in his day to day life. But desperate times called for desperate measure.

He began to follow Ladybug and Chat Noir.

They would always appear at the scene of an akuma attack, so Gabriel had ample time to study their mannerisms and abilities from afar. This went on for some weeks, and Mr. Agreste got plenty of information.

Ladybug seemed to be the one in charge. She took the lead on most maneuvers and attacks, and her abilities seemed to be key to finishing off the enemy. He had been informed by the peacock kwami that Ladybug's miraculous gifted the user with the power of creation which the girl seemed to use effectively. She had brains, there was no doubt about that. Every time using seemingly innocuous items to defeat the enemy.

Chat Noir, on the other hand, seemed to mostly handle the grunt work. He was just as quick, agile, and strong as Ladybug if not more so. And his senses seemed to be quite sharp making it easier for him to react to sudden attacks from behind. His powers of destruction allowed him to destroy anything he touched. Gabriel was left wondering what would happen if he ever used the attack on a flesh and blood being and prayed he would never have to find out.

When left on their own they did appear to have exploitable weaknesses.

Ladybug didn't have Chat Noir's destructive capabilities or his heightened senses. She wasn't incapable of taking care of things on her own and, if pushed, could certainly do the job solo. However it was obvious that such occasions took a much greater toll on her and required her to take much greater risks where even a moment of hesitation could lead to failure.

Chat Noir's faults were more glaring. He didn't have the ability to revert civilians back to normal, nor could he repair damages done by Akuma attacks. Outside of that he was also reckless and, while not stupid, didn't have Ladybug's observational skills or quick wittedness. He could certainly handle damage control and in one on one combat against an akuma he lasted much longer than Ladybug. But that meant nothing if the direct threat couldn't be handled.

But together the two were nearly impossible to handle. Most enemies seemed to fail entirely because they focused too much on one or the other instead of the two together.

Eventually things came to the point where Gabriel decided it was time to confront the two superheroes.

He had determined that the book of miraculous had to have been taken by someone who knew of their existence.

He determined that the one who had taken it had to be Hawkmoth (motivations unknown but whom the book would be a valuable source of information), Ladybug and/or Chat Noir (possibly independently but more likely working in tandem), or some unknown third power he had yet to account for.

He also determined that his wife, before her disappearance, had been in possession of the peacock miraculous. It was too much to ask that it was merely a coincidence that she had possessed a magic artifact and then mysteriously disappeared.

Taking it all into account he could only conclude that his suspicions had been confirmed.

In some way, shape, or form the miraculous were connected to the disappearance of his wife. And if he wanted to find her he was going to need to get as much information about them as possible.

He could not rely on the kwami for this.

He did not doubt the truth of what the creature had told him about the miraculous, but he hardly thought that it had told him everything. Given the nature of the miraculous and their powers it seemed to be in the kwami's best interest to keep things back for as long as possible. Whether kwami were subservient to whoever owned their miraculous or if they were free to make their own decisions he did not know.

No, he would need to find the answers he wanted on his own.

And Ladybug and Chat Noir were the only starting points he could think of.

Approaching them should be easy enough. He himself was a miraculous holder, and one they had yet to meet. He had been observing them for some time and had determined their strengths and weaknesses so if things went downhill he would have the advantage in a fight. If they proved to be too much for him, he could simply retreat, detransform, and try a new angle. Yes, getting close should be easy.

Assuming he approached them separately.

If approached together their reactions would bounce off one another. If even one of them were cautious to his presence the other were immediately pick up on it and be on their guard also. And if things got out of hand he knew that at this stage he would not be able to handle the two together.

Ladybug and Chat Noir rarely separated in the midst of an akuma attack, so if Gabriel had any hope of pulling this off he would have to act while they were patrolling. It was the only time he knew of that the two separated and were on their own.

Only one question remained.

Who would he approach? Ladybug or Chat Noir?

* * *

><p><em>((<em>

**_EDIT: VOTING ON THIS CHAPTER IS NOW OVER_**

_Ladybug or Chat Noir?_

_Message me here on or on my tumblr .com with your choice!_

_For some explanation, this is going to be an AU wherein Gabriel Agreste is the Peacock Miraculous user using the powers of the peacock to solve the mystery of his wife's disappearance._

_At the end of every chapter readers will be given two or more choices on which direction the story will go. Votes will be sent through via my tumblr and through fanfiction reviews. This will be working on a trust system, as I am counting on readers not to vote more than once._

_On a side note I have yet to determine the name of the peacock kwami, so if you have any ideas and suggestions feel free to include them in your message._

_))_


	2. Chat Noir

_Winner of vote: _**Chat** **Noir**

* * *

><p>Looking into the green eyes of his wife's portrait Gabriel deliberated his problem.<p>

Between Ladybug and Chat Noir, which should he approach first?

Sitting down in his desk chair he leaned back and closed his eyes weighing his options.

On the one hand Ladybug clearly took charge of every situation. If he managed to win her over then Chat Noir would follow along obediently, saving him a world of effort.

There was just one problem.

Ladybug was clearly the more cautious of the two. If she were approached on her own, she would put up an unrelenting guard. A single meeting would not be enough to win her over. A dozen meetings may not be enough.

Chat Noir, meanwhile, was by far the most deadly in combat. If he determined that Gabriel was a threat to himself or his partner, he doubted he would hesitate to attack. And yet he was also far more open and trusting of strangers than Ladybug.

This worked both for and against the duo. On the one hand Chat Noir was far more willing to give difficult civilians a chance. (Including putting up Ms. Bourgeois. Something he thought only his son capable of doing.) But on the other, it made him very easy to deceive. Without Ladybug there to guide him he fell into traps easily.

Not stupid, but naive. An easily exploitable weakness.

Opening his eyes Gabriel smiled at the decision. While Chat Noir was more dangerous in a direct conflict, it would be easy enough to escape if things went downhill.

Standing he called in a hushed controlled voice, lest the whole household hear. "Come here."

Silence answered him.

He frowned disapprovingly at the lack of response.

"I said, come here."

"I'm sorry were you speaking to me?" A blue creature sat at the edge of his desk deliberately looking away from him. "I _do_ have a name. It's only polite for you to use it."

He narrowed his eyes at the infuriating creature.

By far the most frustrating part of taking up the miraculous was the troublesome creature who inhabited the trinket. It was a small blue bird-like creature with large eyes. It had a crest upon it's head along with four strand like tails tipped with peacock feathers.

Right now it's large bluish green eyes were looking at him expectantly. With a groan, the creature decided he'd have to remind Gabriel of its name, "Quinn. My name is Quinn."

Gabriel scowled. He didn't see why he should have to put up with this uppity untrustworthy little creature. Why couldn't Quinn be quiet and respectful?

Still he didn't dare risk getting on the creatures nerves. It was Quinn's magic that made his transformation possible after all. And he would need to utilize it if he was going to get the information he desired.

"Very well then." he grunted as he reached up and turned the collar of his shirt up. There the peacock miraculous lay hidden. "Transform me… Quinn."

* * *

><p>Chat Noir took a prolonged deep breath, and exhaled slowly. The cool parisian air flowed in and out of his lungs sending chills down his spine.<p>

God he loved being Chat Noir.

Walking along the edge of a roof the boy looked up at the moon dreamily. The twinkling lights of Paris were below him and the endless expanse of sky above him. He felt so unrestrained. So light hearted. So _free_.

The things that weighed him down in his day to day life almost seemed to all but disappear when he put on the mask. He knew that before dawn he would have to return to that lonely house and once again take on the role he put on every day. But on certain nights of the month he was free to roam around and just be himself for awhile.

There was a feeling of guilt that lingered over his heart at times. All the secrets he kept and the lies he told. Sometimes he would just stare off into space and wonder if what he did was really alright.

Of course then another innocent person would be akumatized and all his doubts flew out the window.

His role as Chat Noir was important. Paris needed him. Its people needed him. _She_ needed him. When held up against that responsibility, all falsehood became necessary.

_Father wouldn't agree._ The thought crept itself into his mind as it always did. _He would say it's too dangerous. That it's not proper. That's why he can't ever know._

That was the real reason he guarded his secret so strongly. Chat, or rather Adrien, supposed that a more justified reason would be to keep his father and friends away from the danger that came with being Chat Noir. But whenever the reasons for his lies came to him, that wasn't the first reason that occurred.

He loved his father. He really did. And he always told himself that his father loved him. He had to. After all his father could never seem to express it himself.

_He's just bad at it. _Adrien reminded himself constantly. _Without mom around, he just doesn't know how to express himself that's all._

How long had it been? Three years?

It had just been the two of them. Gabriel and Adrien. For three years.

Three very lonely, and very empty years.

His father had been distraught initially. Adrien could still remember how he stalked the missing person reports, how he hassled the police station for information, how agitated and short tempered he became.

And then somehow, quite suddenly, he seemed to emotionally shut down.

The stern but kind father he remembered became much colder. He went from strict to controlling. Burying himself in his work all interference suddenly became intolerable.

It was painful to watch.

Coming to the edge of the roof, Chat Noir took himself out of his thoughts just long enough to pole vault himself over the street below and onto the opposing roof. Landing neatly onto the tiles he retracted the poles and set it over his shoulder and once more began walking along the edge of the buildings.

He had hoped the exhilaration would have been enough to drive his thoughts out of his head but they still lingered.

After his mother disappeared Adrien himself had suffered greatly. There had been no one he could talk to about it. Any employees were burdened enough with their duties. He had no friends to speak of at the time. And his father….

Well his father had enough to deal with. He didn't want to burden him with his own problems.

So Adrien began doing everything he could to keep his father from being unduly burdened. When his father needed a model, Adrien had volunteered. He avoided making mistakes and did his best to avoid acting out.

The last thing his father deserved was to have Adrien making his problems his father's problems.

But eventually the strain became too much, and Adrien began to insist on going to public school. He tried to nudge his father gently, and then he began to insist. Eventually he took the enormous risk of running there himself.

Of course his father had not approved of _that_ at all.

Then Adrien became Chat Noir. And everything changed.

He met Plagg and became a superhero. He'd been clumsy at first, but the idea of a new exhilarating window of release for all his pent up energy had kept him going. And then he met HER.

Ladybug.

His good luck charm.

Becoming Chat Noir may have made him happy, but it was only after meeting Ladybug that his fortune began to change.

He managed to make it to school on the second day. Things hadn't gone right at first. Nino had taken an initial dislike to him, and Marinette, thanks in major part to Chloe, hated him at first too.

After his second outing with Ladybug his luck got even better.

Nino warmed up to him, and he managed to make up with Marinette. And things just kept getting better and better. His other classmates warmed up to him quickly, and now he had gone from no friends to many.

His lady's good luck had rubbed off on him.

He just wished some of that good luck could improve his relationship with his father.

Sighing Chat stopped. He really needed to stop letting his personal thoughts sneak up on him while he was on patrol. If Ladybug caught him daydreaming, she would surely get irritated with him. And the mere idea of bothering his lady was enough to make the cat focus on moving forward.

The makeshift belt tail swished and twitched every which way as he concentrated on his surroundings and set his senses on alert. So far nothing had happened. But that didn't mean nothing would.

Chat's right cat ear twitched. A sound.

He stopped suddenly as he strained his hearing and listened. It was the sound of something moving across the tiles of the roof.

A cat? No. The sound was too loud. Whatever it was was too heavy.

The boy stiffened and became alert. His green eyes narrowing and adjusting to the dark. His ears swiveled trying to locate the source of the sound.

The sound was getting closer. Approaching quickly. But from where? Where?!

Gripping his baton Chat readied himself in case a fight ensued, or in case he needed to alert Ladybug to an attack.

And then, quite suddenly, the sound just stopped.

His cat ears went straight up in surprise. Glancing around himself, Chat saw nothing approaching.

Blinking to himself, he wondered if he had imagined the noise.

Backing up, Chat turned to continue his patrol when there was a flurried sort of sound. As though some giant bird were ruffling its feathers.

And then, unexpectedly and as if from nowhere in a flurry of green and blue. A man landed on the roof in front of the cat. Towering over him.

For a moment, just a moment, Chat Noir was petrified.

The figure before him was easily a head or two taller than himself. He glanced upward and was met with a set of icy blue eyes staring out through a beaked masquerade mask. The blue orbs almost seem to glow under the shade of a wide brimmed plumed hat that blocked the moonlight.

Swallowing, the young hero backed away. Gripping his baton he stiffened his muscles and readied himself. Waiting for the other to make his intentions known.

The large bird man (it was the only way Chat could think of to describe him), stood stoically with his arms crossed as his eyes darted over the others physique. Summing him up.

Finally the stranger moved.

Chat jerked back, prepared to block an attack from whatever direction it may come.

But his shoulders slacked somewhat as the man fingered the brim of his hat. Then, with one graceful movement, he bowed. Words flowed from his mouth in a regal and gentle tone, "Bonsoir, Chat Noir."

The black cat's mouth fell open at the display. His eyes darting over the man, unsure of what to make of the gesture.

How was he supposed to respond?

* * *

><p>VOTING FOR THIS CHAPTER HAS ENDED<p>

_For those who may not know Bonsoir = Good Evening in french. _

_I took french in high school, but I'm rusty. Maybe this series will motivate me to freshen up my french XD_

_This time around I've set up a poll on my profile for all my readers to vote on to decide where the story should go. I figured this way, the result would be more of a surprise!_

_Please feel free to review, and tell me your thoughts on the story so far. If you wish to share how you vote, feel free to do so!_

_Thank you for reading!_


	3. The Bird and the Cat

**Winner of Poll: Option C**

_(( I mentioned at the end of last chapter that here on out I am going to decide on the course of the story via a poll instead of taking votes in reviews._

_I am doing this for a couple of reasons._

_For one, I think it would make the results each week more exciting. If we continue to count the votes via reviews then everybody who took a look at the reviews before the end of the voting period would know the result. And that's not really any fun._

_Secondly, I'd rather reserve reviews for opinions about the story and readers thoughts on my writing, ideas on where the story may go, as well as just general comments referring to the options listed at the end of each chapter._

_For these reasons, I made a poll to decide which option would win and Option C won with a total of 4 votes. However only 9 people voted on the poll. _

_Because I left a message at the bottom of the author's comments in chapter 2 informing readers of the change, I did not count the votes in the reviews. I apologize to everyone whom this may inconvenience and who may have missed the message somehow._

_So this time I am putting the message at the top of the story, to make sure everyone see's the news and is able to vote accordingly._

_In order to vote on the outcome of the next chapter, please go to my fanfiction profile and click the link that reads "vote now" at the top of hte page to make your decision._

_Thank you. ))_

* * *

><p>Gabriel straightened from the, admittedly showy, bow.<p>

The act was over the top, but given what he had observed of Chat Noir's own behavior it had seemed the best way to approach the other. Even if the gentlemanly behavior was a show on the cat's part, the undeniably amicable greeting would certainly give the superhero pause to think.

The result was to his liking.

Chat Noir didn't retreat any further. He didn't run. And more importantly, he didn't attack.

The cat's eyes darted all over him in an effort of understanding. His lips in a stiff line, Chat Noir said nothing. Clearly he was waiting for Gabriel to continue.

Smiling the other carried on. "It is a lovely evening is it not?" he casually gestured up to the cloudless sky and the clear view of the moon. "Perfect for a late night stroll."

The casual subject seemed to confuse Chat Noir further. The tenseness of his shoulders was noticeably disappearing though it was clear he wasn't completely relaxed. Yet.

"Is something the matter Chat Noir?" he smiled as he watched the leather clad hero blink at the mention of his name. "Cat got your tongue?"

The other finally seemed to get ahold of himself and responded, "Just a _meowment_, do you have a name?"

_Oh my god, was that a cat pun?_ Gabriel thought. He allowed himself to smile.

"All things considered," he answered. "You may call me… Paon Royale."

Royal Peacock. Not the best name, but it had been the best Gabriel could think up on short notice.

"I apologize for this most sudden of meetings. But you see, I am happy to finally meet _somebirdy_ with the same nightly hobby as myself."

Chat Noir smirked, apparently amused at Royale's light-hearted pun.

"_Cats_ not a problem~" The catboy was clearly enjoying this. "It's always _swanderful_ to find a _bird of a feather_."

The two went back and forth for several minutes. Bird and cat puns flew through the night, much to the annoyance of every unfortunate creature that happened to be passing by.

Despite the genial atmosphere, Chat made a point of not telling the stranger anything of note about himself for Ladybug. Royale was funny enough, but he had yet to tell Chat anything about himself outside of his name.

"In all seriousness though, hoo are you?" Sadly the leather clad hero could not resist one last pun. "And what is it that you want from me?"

This was it. The moment of truth.

Paon Royale steeled himself for the inevitable. "I am a miraculous user. Much like yourself."

Chat's eye's widened. The stiff guarded shoulders returned. "Really now? Which one?"

Craning his neck to the side, Peon fingered the collar of his shirt where the peacock pin sat.

"I hold the peacock pin." he explained. "And you…" His eyes moved to Chat's right hand where his miraculous lay on ring finger, "hold the black cats ring. Am I correct?"

"How do you know that?" he sounded bewildered.

Royale smiled, "The same way you do no doubt. Though I think I have considerably more experience than you."

"You're that much of an old bird?" Chat asked rather crudely.

Paon's brow twitched at the rudeness, but carried on as though it hadn't affected him. "I'd have to say that I am likely at least ten years older than you."

Chat chuckled, "Sorry, but I don't think I can buy that you're 25."

The look on Chat Noir's face suddenly changed as his ears twitched and he glanced away from the peacock. His attention being diverted by some new arrival. Gabriel didn't need to guess the identity of the approaching figure.

Ladybug.

That meant it was his time to leave.

"I fear I must now bid you adieu." Paon tipped his hat to Chat Noir before turning, and getting a running start, leapt from the roof.

* * *

><p>Chat Noir watched in horror as he watched the man leap from the edge of the roof. He ran over, ready to dive off and catch the bird-brain. But as he reached the edge he saw Paon Royale land upon the roof of the adjacent building.<p>

The bird man smiled at him from afar and held up a large feathered fan in farewell. Before leaping once more from the roof and, using the oversize fan as some kind of hang-glider, disappeared from sight.

He would have stood there stupefied for much longer than he did, had a familiar voice not brought him down to reality.

"Chat Noir!"

Turning around, Chat saw Ladybug rushing towards him. With what he hoped was a look of concern.

When she finally reached him however, her face had taken on a serious look. Looking over his shoulder to the opposing roof she suddenly asked, "Who was that?"

Chat Noir opened his mouth to respond but seemed to stumble in his explanation. "Well, my ladybug, it's kind of a long story."

"I was gone for an hour. Tops. It can't be that long of a story." She demanded.

He blinked. Ladybug wasn't usually so short with him.

Chalking her seriousness up to concern, Chat Noir explained his meeting with Paon Royale.

"And you believed him?!"

"I never said that!" he defended. "I'm just telling you what he told me."

Ladybug grunted in frustration and seemed to absorb herself in thought.

Biting his lower lip he hazarded a question, "Are you alright?"

She glared at him irritably, but stopped when Chat flinched in what she could only interpret as fear.

Taking a deep breath Ladybug sighed, "I-I'm fine Chat it's just… Why didn't you come to me or call me the second that guy showed up?"

Chat gave her a confused look. "He wasn't attacking me or causing any trouble. I didn't want to call you until I was sure what he was up to."

"And what would you have done if he was just waiting for you to let your guard down so he could attack you?" she demanded. "I-If something had happened and I wasn't aware of it…"

She stopped as she noticed the grin spreading across Chat Noir's face.

"You were worried about me, is that it?"

Ladybug couldn't help the embarrassed blush that spread across her cheeks. "S-so what? Why shouldn't I worry about you? Besides," her voice became serious once more. "Remember Volpina?"

Dropping the smile, Chat nodded. He was beginning to catch on what Ladybug meant.

"I wouldn't put it past hawkmoth to pull something like that again. And if we aren't careful…"

"Yes. I know." Grabbing her shoulders firmly Chat Noir looked into her eyes reassuringly. "I understand now. I'm sorry I didn't call you."

The anxiousness finally seemed to disappear from her eyes. Sighing she reached up and cupped Chat Noir's face. "Just be careful okay? If you see him again, call me immediately."

She looked in the direction that Paon had taken off in, "It's too late to go after him now. And it'll be morning in a few hours. We'll both head home for today. But keep your eyes and ears open. If anything comes up-"

"I'll call you." Chat reassured. "I promise."

She smiled at him. Chat's promises were as good as a guarantee.

Removing her hands from his face she went on. "In the meantime I'm going to try and find out more about this Paon Royale. If he's for real, which I'm not for a moment believing, than I should be able to learn something about him."

Looking at Chat she asked, "He said he had the peacock miraculous right?"

"Had the bird puns to match."

Ladybug shivered at the thought of having another pun maker in her presence. She prayed Chat was exaggerating. "Did he say anything else? Anything you found strange."

"Well he claimed he was at least ten years older than me. But, well, I don't buy it."

"Why's that?"

"Because," here Chat gave her a bemused look. "The guy looked old enough to be my dad."

* * *

><p>Climbing in through his office window, Gabriel closed the curtains and immediately de-transformed.<p>

Quinn floated away and landed on the edge of a bowl of sunflower seeds as Gabriel stiffly sat in his desk chair and stared into the darkness.

"Well that went more or less alright. Probably could've gotten further if Ladybug hadn't showed up just then." Quinn nibbled on a particularly stubborn seed.

Gabriel didn't reply.

"Next time you'll want to be careful. Ladybug will likely put Chat Noir back on his guard. But at least you have some ground to stand on now."

Still no reply.

Quinn groaned. "You know I'm _trying_ to be helpful here."

Gabriel finally took a deep shaky breath. "Quinn."

The peacock kwami blinked. Gabriel's tone was nervy. He had never heard the stern man's voice falter once in the short time he had known him.

Looking back at the middle-aged gentleman, he saw that Gabriel was staring wide-eyed into space. Absorbed in some personal inner battle.

"What the matter?"

"I've… learned something new." Gabriel answered stiffly.

"Well that's a good thing right?"

Unexpectedly he replied, "No. No it makes everything much more difficult."

Quinn floated over and looked concerned.

"When I told him… When I told him I was at least ten years older than him… He thought I was claiming to be 25…"

"And what does that tell you."

Gabriel looked at him seriously. "It tells me something terrifying."

"Ugh! Stop beating around the bush and tell me! What have you found out?! I can't spot everything when I'm in the miraculous you know!" Quinn demanded. All this buildup was getting on his nerves.

Gabriel sighed and pinched the bridge of his nose.

"Chat Noir..." he began.

Quinn leaned forward anxiously.

"Chat Noir…" Gabriel breathed. "Is a teenager."

Quinn collapsed onto the desk.

* * *

><p><strong>Who's POV shall we begin with next time?<strong>

A) Marinette

B) Adrien

C) Gabriel

D) Tikki

E) Plagg

F) Quinn

PLEASE REMEMBER TO VOTE IN THE POLL

* * *

><p><em>((Hope you enjoyed this most recent chapter of Papa Peacock!<em>

_I wasn't sure what kind of food Quinn would eat to regain his energy. I chose sunflower seeds for now but that doesn't quite satisfy me atm._

_If any you readers have any ideas of alternatives, please feel free to mention._

_Thanks for reading, and please review!))_


End file.
